ZONA TETI

Still Located at the Gingerbread House, 1981
The dead mocked me because I didn't fit in.
And the dead of other species could not protest.
At best, a tree-death, given four legs, held our bowls and, in useless times, looked pretty in a fading light.
So I left stone, those colors in a hard embrace. The near-dead take these crumbs like birds that, in hunger, wipe clean the trail leading out of the woods.
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